Katzerl, with Cyril, with Don Jose, with Bhakatoff. With
Antony, With her. She realised the completeness of her
depression and misery- No more waiting for telephone calls,
no more Antony. There was no reason in the world now
why she shouldn't accept Johnson's tedious supper invita-
tion. As matters stood, she might as well go, give herself
up, get married to Johnson and be done with it. Why had
God created such a faulty and unsatisfactory world, where
good men were dull and bald-headed, and nice-looking,
amusing ones turned out to be thieves? Altogether she was
just in the right mood to bring Junior to his senses. "Come

in," she said, not too friendly.  "Not you------" she added,

pushing his father back from the door.  "I'll send him out

soon/'

Mr. Johnson stood irresolutely in front of that closed
door and then, feeling like an eavesdropper, he marched
resolutely off to search for Mr. Henry Carter. During the
last act he had decided to have an open man-to-man talk
with Handsome Henry, make a clean breast of his own
financial situation and in exchange show tolerance for
Carter's constant and undignified escapades.

"Sit down," Madame said to Junior, collapsing in her
own chair in front of the mirror. Off came the slippers with

one kick and wig and mantilla with one pull. " Schtxafy------"

Madame croaked to Semper who at once produced a big jar
of cold cream and put a few pounds of the mess on Madame's
face. Peter saw it with horror and quickly averted his eyes
from the sore spectacle* Madame tackled the problem in
question without much ceremony. "Your father told me
you don't want to marry the girl he has picked for you," she
said from under Semper's massaging hands. "Why not?
Pourquoi pas?" she ended, switching to French in order to
keep the conversation out of Semper's grasp.

"You know why/' Peter said thickly. "Pane que je vous
aime" He didn't know much French. Semper did.
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